MONTESENARIO

solitude was as profound as the shadowy gulf be-
neath us 5 it stretched to the misty horizons and
up into the topless sky. Here at the heart of it,
I thought, a man might begin to understand
something about that part of his being which does
not reveal itself in the quotidian commerce of
life 5 which the social contacts do not draw forth,
spark-like, from the sleeping flint that is an un-
tried spirit | that part of him, of whose very
existence he is only made aware in solitude and
silence. And if there happens to be no silence
in his life, if he is never solitary, then he may
go down to his grave without a knowledge of its
existence, much less an understanding of its nature
or realization of its potentialities.

We retraced our steps to the monastery and
thence walked down the steep path to the motor.
A mile further down the road towards Pratolino,
we met the priestlings returning from their walk,
Poor children ! But was their lot worse, I
wondered, than that of the inhabitants of the
city in the valley ? On their mountain top they
lived under a tyrannous rule, they were taught
to believe in a number of things manifestly silly.
But was the rule any more tyrannous than that
of the imbecile conventions which control the
lives of social beings in the plain ? Was snobbery
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